*    Ma Saw's Elevation    *
The King had finished his devotions and moved fur-
ther in to admire a fresco which one of his artists had
recently finished. Beautifully coloured, the line abound-
ing with life, the painting symbolised the defeat of il-
lusion by the truth. Ma Saw followed in the crowd and
heard the King say to Yazathingyan:
'Have you rewarded the man yet?"
'He was paid the usual fee/
'Well, pay him again. This is a masterpiece.'
The picture was certainly remarkable. In the centre
sat the last Buddha, Gotama, calm and smiling, the
fingers of his right hand touching the earth. Towards
him on the left were seen approaching the hosts of
Mara, Lord of Illusion, riding on every animal they
could press into service, camels and asses, even fowls
and cobras. They had a cheerful look of effrontery on
their faces, the men girt up to attack, shaking their
spears or winding horns, the women in tight jackets,
ogling as they advanced. Their rout then followed and
they passed away to the right, more like a carnival
troop than a broken army, for the women, as they fled,
made play with their hips and bosoms, while the men,
now disarmed, danced lightly or laughed farewell. If
there was defeat, there was no malice; Mara had to be
put down, but the Enlightened did not bully him; his
presumption was judged no worse than an irreverent jest.
Ma Saw from her position behind the King was able
to hear him say: It is in that spirit that I have tried to
rule the kingdom/ Yazathingyan allowed an expres-
sion almost of warmth to suffuse his hard features. For
a moment he was as fond of Usana as a minister can be
of his King,